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The Three Guardsmen Count of Monte Cristo 
Twenty Years After Edmund Dantes 
The Memoirs of a Physician 


By Alexander Dumas 


This Set of Five Books 


for the price of one 


You get real literature when you buy 


Alexander Dumas Works 
for $1.50 


They contain enough for your summer's reading— 
they give real entertainment and enjoyment. Just 
the stories for your vacation or to give to someone 
to take away. But you must send at once as the 
supply is very limited. 


You pay |5c for your fiction magazine, while we 
will send you this set which you can keep forever 
in your library, for $1.50, at the rate of only 30c 
a volume. 


These books are substantially bound in light blue 
cloth, stamped in gold. They are printed in good 
clear, readable type, on good book paper and after 
these are sold you will not have another chance to 
get a set for anything near this price. 


Sent postpaid on receipt of $1.50. You can’t 
duplicate this offer for less than $3.50 and we 


are making this special price to our readers only. 


<i COUPON == Send the attached 


LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 
225 Filth Avenue, New York. <———ietiet coupon 


Enclosed ill find $1.50 f hich J me 
Sriminp tite thant | | today or you may be 
understood that if after two days’ examination, | too late. 


decide that these books are not worth $1.50, | may 
return them at your expense and you will refund 


es Leslie-Judge Co. 
mh, y 225 Fifth Ave. 


ie ccvsssneitbenises -|- New York 
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The White Slave Evil Graphically 
Described in Leslie’s Weekly 


Read 


“For the Sake of 
Her Soul” 


By Reginald Wright Kauffman 


Author of * ‘The House of Bond- 
age,” “Running Sands,”’ etc. 


Now running in 
LESLIE’S WEEKLY. 
This serial began in the 
June 26th number and 
will run for ten issues. 
Send $1.00 and _ the 
back numbers will be 
Illustration from the sixth instalment of sent at once, and the 

EEE current issues as they 


appear, until the completion of the story (ten numbers). 





It is your duty to read this story 
LESLIE’S WEEKLY, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


















In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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Patriotism 


VERYTHING changes. There are new 

standards of conduct to meet the new 
material conditions in 
which men find springs 
of action. 

It would seem that 
patriotism should be one 
of the things apart from 
influences that are pow- 
erful in most other af- 
fairsoflife. But patri- 
otism has taken on new 
meanings with this 
generation. The aus- 
terity—a spirit almost akin to that of 
religion—with which the fathers regarded 
patriotism is no longer associated with it, 
and self-denial and sacrifice, which once 
marked its prouder illustration, are stran- 
gers to it. One may nowadays be a patri- 
ot and still attend to business. 

This is shown by the extrinsic industry 
with which some men called to high 
places in the government associate office. 
By some persons, Mr. Bryan, the Secre- 
tary of State, is considered as an exem- 
plar of the new order of things. Grave 
affairs of state and problems of inter- 
national pith and moment confront his 
office, but he is not there to assist in 
their solution. 

It is not that any one will accuse Mr. 
Bryan seriously of a neglect of his duties, 
for there are two sides to the question, 
a3 there are to all questions, and Mr. 
Bryan’s side justifies his conduct. Mr. 
Bryan is educating the people by lectures 
delivered under most respectable and pop- 
ular auspices, and just 
now finds this vocation 
the more important to 
his personal aims. He 
is no hypocrite. He 
says he needs the money, 
and no one has the right, 
perhaps, to set a stand- 
ard of living for a pub- 
lic servant, although 
some mossbacks sstill 
persist in setting stand- 
ards of public duty. 

And Mr. Bryan no 








doubt believes he is serving the public as 
a lecturer quite as notably as he might 
serve it by actually remaining at Wash- 
ington. Perhaps during his lecture tour 
he will evolve answers to the questions of 
state that now are troubling busybodies 
who at best are but amateurs in statecraft, 
and thus confound his critics. It is but 
fair to give him a chance to work out a 
scheme of public service that has at least 
the virtue of originality, and that later 
may be accepted the world over as an im- 
provement upon old-fashioned methods 
and old-fashioned ideas. 


Brief Decisions 


T IS no disgrace to be called a pinhead. 
If your head is as useful to you as the 
pin’s head is to the pin, you are all right. 
a 
We can’t all be Solomons, it is true, 
but there is no law against our making 
good use of what little wisdom we have. 
O 
Some men simply dream of fame; 
others keep awake and achieve it. 
0 
A wise man once said that there were 
two classes of people he always steered 
clear of—fools and flatterers: The fools, 
because they generally spent their time 
in flattering him; and the flatterers, be- 
cause they spent theirs chiefly in trying 
to fool him. 


Revenge is sweet. So is a sugar-coated 


pill. 


Manners are a good bit like headaches. 
Some are natural and some are acquired. 








DOWN !" 


**GOING 


Mrs. Spend-de-lot—1 wonder what people will wear in heaven? 
Mr. Spend-de-lot—Of course you would wish the most expensive things, the same as here. 
Mrs, Spend-de-lot—You needn't worry ; you won't be there to pay for them. 


Sympathy 
APPEALS for sympathy strike respon. 
sive chords if properly directed. If an 
appeal is broadly ad- 
dressed, it finds a wide 
response. 

Thus the terrible or- 
deal through which a 
woman at Newport has 
passed challenged the 
pity and sympathy of * 
the country, because 
her direemergency was 
made known through the daily press. 

This unfortunate woman owned a Pe- 
kinese spaniel weighing three pounds and 
costing $5,000. Thedog’s name was Mee 
Too, although that has little to do with 
the great principle underlying the case and 
the heartrending circumstances detailed. 

This Pekinese was taken ill. Three 
Newport dog doctors were called in, but 
the case baffled them, and an express train 
was requisitioned that a New York spe- 
cialist might be consulted. 

The dispatch that told of this remark- 
able case omitted to state what at last was 
found to be the malady, but it did say that, 
after the doctors had been called, a trained 
nurse was employed for the sufferer and 
another fashionable wcman who owned a 
lot of Pekinese spaniels expended her 
friendship and her expert knowledge in 
assisting to nurse Mee Too. 

Strangely enough, in the dispatch that 
conveyed the harrowing news about Mee 
Too, the dog was all at once forgotten, 
and the newsmonger went on detailing 
certain facts about the ownerof Mee Too. 
If it were not that the 
Pekinese were really ill 
—and surely the news- 
papers would not have 
said so if it were not so 
—it might seem that 
Mee Too had been used 
as a peg upon which to 
hang something about 
persons to whom the 
newspapers would have 
paid no attention. 

Peculiar are the ways 
of the users of publicity. 




















AND YOU THOUGHT YOU WERE THE ONLY PEBBLE ON THE BEACH 


Interrupting an 


Outing in Folly 


By ROBERT P. HARRISON 


THE PRETTY little French waitress hovered about as Mrs. 

Wallston found a seat at a table on the lawn at the Road- 
side Inn. Adroitly, that same little waitress, scenting trouble, 
had directed Mrs. Wallston’s steps to a table a little removed 
from the crowd of gayly dressed seekers of refreshments, who 
gave such an appearance of life and summer coloring to the 
scene. 

*‘Can I serve you, madam?”’ said the maid softly. 

“Yes. Bring me a seltzer and lemon.’’ 

**At once, madam.’’ 

‘Waitress, just a moment, please,’’ said Mrs. Wallston, 
searcely lifting her voice. ‘‘Just what kind of a roadhouse is 
this?’ ° 

‘*A var-r-ry charming place, madam; the air 
is so pure, the gentlemen say the golf links are 
var-r-ry interesting, the food is supairb, and the 
wine excellent.’’ 

*‘I do not mean as an advertisement, but as to 
its character.”’ 

*‘Oh, madam expects to meet some one here?’’ 

“*Yes; my husband.’’ 

*‘Unexpectedly to him—yes?”’ 

**Why do you say that?”’’ 

‘‘That is the only way wives meet their hus- 
bands here. Too bad, is it not? Perhaps if 





wives would arrange to meet their husbands here, with an un- 
derstanding, surprise meetings would not be so necessary.”’ 

‘*How did you know that I am to surprise my husband?’’ 

‘*Madam is not happy. Madam is here to confront her hus- 
band. I am sorry. Every wife should be happy,’’ said the 
waitress, industriously polishing the top of the table-to hide 
her own embarrassment at the frankness of her speech. 

‘*Wait until you are a wife.’’ 

‘*I am married, madam. My husband and I do not always 
agree, but we make it up, in each other’s arms—for every 
wife, if she wills it so, is supre-e-eme.’’ 

‘*But if your husband were paying attention to another 
woman?’ 

‘*I would love him back. A wife with a fine 
figure and a beautiful face like madam’s should 
be ashamed to let another woman win her hus- 
band. Did madam ever notice that the woman 
a man follows off is always uglier than his wife?’’ 

**Yes. Why does he go?”’ 

‘*Because the other woman.loves him or pre- 
tends to, while the wife ceases to even pretend, 
so long as she thinks it unnecessary. In the city 
I once worked at a hotel, as a maid. Often I 
have seen a husband and wife from some country 
town come to the city. While there, does the wife 























make it gay for the husband? No. She shops. She is tired. 
She is busy thinking what to spend her husband’s money for. 
For the first time for weeks the husband is at leisure. He is 
delight. He brace up. He gets theater tickets, orders taxi- 
cabs, excellent dinners. Madam takes it all as a matter of 
course. When monsieur would pet her, she is cool. She 
what you call it—refrigerates him. So he find himself lonely, 
disappointed, and go home broke. 

‘‘Again the husband comes to the city—this time witha 
pretty girl friend. Is she cool? No. Is she busy, shop, shop? 
No. She joy-rides, goes to theater with him, smiles and smiles 
and smiles at monsieur at dinner. When it is over, he has 
spent his money, but he has had good time. You think he not 
notice the differ-r-ence?’’ 

‘Horrors! Nothing could justify such conduct in a man!’’ 

**But it happens so often, madam.’’ 

‘Wives are so often misunderstood by their husbands. No 
man understands a woman.’’ 

‘But every woman understands every man, madam. We 
pretend that love is woman’s whole existence—I have read that 
in a story—but it is not true. We are calculating. A man is 
all sentiment—under his skin. He can be led. A wife must 
lead. To lead, she must love him.”’ 

‘*But my husband is coming here to-day to meet a chorus 
girl—that is, he came here to play golf, and she is coming out 
in his car later. The plan was reported to me, and I came here 
to confront him; then I shall leave him.’’ 

**Will madam be advised by me?’’ 

‘“*You seem to have queer views, but you seem sensible. 
Yes. What.am I to do?’’ 

*‘I will bring you paper and pen. You are to write a note 
to monsieur. I will cause it to be delivered to him on the golf 
links. In the note you are to say that you are in Room 22 of 
this tavern and he must come to you.”’ 

**Oh, I could not do that! What would he say?’’ 

**You will be the one to say. He will come, never fear—- 
scared to death. You are to say that you got lonely for him, 
that you wanted to have a lark with him, that you wanted to 
get away from home, where you could be all by yourselves.’’ 








PUGILISTIC 


The first event of the evening was a heavyweight struggle ending in a draw 
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A GERMANIC ANSWER 


Futsor—That 's right ; walk all over my feet! 
Germanus—Vell, vy don’d you stand vere you ‘re standing? 
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**But dare I do it?”’ 

‘*You cannot—pardon, madam—do anything else. At first 
he will be scared, then puzzled, then a little angry; then he 
will note that madam has on a pretty negligee costume—which 
I will furnish you—and he will take you in his arms and you 
will come to a happy understanding. After a good dinner, you 
will motor home in the moonlight.’’ 

**And the chorus girl?’’ 

**] will meet her.’’ 

“Give me the pen and paper. 


Just Like It 


He—There are nine members of my family, and we are just 
like a baseball team. 

She—What position does your father play? 

He—Father is the pitcher—the other eight support him. 

She—And your mother? 

He-—She is the catcher. Whenever anything happens, mother 
always catches it. 

She—What a queer family—just like a ball team! 

He—Yes; we live on a farm, and my little brothers play in 

the outfield. 


Hurry !’’ 


Simple Arithmetic 


‘*Why do some people count on their fingers, do you suppose?” 
‘*Because they’re the handiest thing, I guess.’’ 











Summer Dips 


TOGETHER, in the rolling sea, 
They went in bathing, she and he. 
“I love you, dearest 
one,’’ he said. 
Said she, ‘‘Don’t get be- 
yond your head.’’ 


She wore a fetching 
bathing suit— 
Most beautiful 

looked, and cute. 
He sighed, ‘‘ Your heart I want to keep.”’ 
She answered, ‘‘My! it’s getting deep!’’ 





she 


And, as the waves about them play’d, 
’Tis thus he pleaded with the maid: 

“‘My love, dear girl, pray never doubt.’’ 
And her reply was, ‘‘ Please swim out.’’ 


He led her safely to the shore. 
She smiled and said, ‘‘ Well, au revoir! 
, I thank you for my bathing trip.’’ 
Next day she had another ‘‘dip.’’ 

—Tom W. Jackson. 


As Far as He Could Go 


**T,’’ she said, ‘‘can trace my ancestry 
back to armor and shirts of mail.’’ 

“IT started to trace my ancestry back 
once,’’ he replied, ‘‘but my wife made 
me stop when I got to shirt sleeves and 
overalls.’’ 


Until 


**Do you think it a good plan for one to 
pay as he goes?”’ 
“Yes; until he goes for good!’’ 
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INCOMING TIDE 


Headquarters 


**Do you have as much trouble finding 
your cuff and collar buttons as you used 
to?’’ 

‘‘No; I always find ’em in one place 
now.’”” 

*“Indeed !”’ 

‘Yes; I go to the vacuum cleaner.”’ 





In Vacation Time 


The dish had just run away with the 
spoon. 

‘‘Jones wouldn’t wash us while his 
wife was away,’’ they explained. 








Many people get their only rise in life 
through the assistance of an elevator. 
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RETRIBUTION 


Mr. Monk—What 's he in for? 


Jailer — Going around claiming to be descended from us. 


















Fortune's Wheel 


ROGUE has for years run a gam- 
bling wheel — 
You know him; Dan 
Cupid’s his name— 
And writers of poetry 
and fiction all spiel 
For this villain’s ne- 
farious game. 


And every one comes 
with the coin of his 
heart, 

And every one pays 
in advance, 

Though the least observation should prove 
from the start 

That not one in a score has a chance; 





For plain are the signs that no player 


may miss, 
Of loneliness, woe and divorce; 
Still, every one fancies that riches or 
bliss 


Will be his as a matter of course. 


Oh, the hearts that are lost on that en- 
gine of guile, 
More crue! than the torturous rack ! 
But somebody wins every once in a while, 
And that keeps us all coming back. 


—Evelyn Marie Stuart. 


She Lost It 


Mistress (hurrying frantically )—Mary, 
what time is it now? 

Maid—Half-past two. 

Mistress—Oh, I thought it was later! 
I still have twenty minutes to catch the 
steamer. 

Maid—Yes, mum. I knew ye’d be 
rushed, so I set the clock back thirty 
minutes, to give ye more time. 





“SHE LOVES ME—SHE LOVES ME NOT 




































































CHILDHOOD’'S PROMISE 
** Mother, dear, when I grow up I'm goin’ to buy ye afl the candy ye want, an’ a new dress, 
an’ a nautomobile, an’ lots o’ things. Aren't I kind to ye ?’’ 


Some Hints to Those Contemplating a Literary Career 


HAVING borrowed, rented or bought a 

typewriter, secure paper to fit it, 
and your working outfit will be complete. 
No other trade needs as few and simple 
tools as literature. 

If your fancy leads you toward the field 
of journalism, first purchase a newspaper 
plant. Having this, you will be sure 
that whatever you write will get into 
print or somebody will 
lose his job. It is, you 
will discover if you neg- 
lect this important first 
step, one thing to write 
and quite another to get 
into print. This neglect 
is one of the chief causes 
of unhappiness among 
writing people to-day. 

If you feel inspired to 
write only poetry and 
fiction, it will not be 
necessary to purchase a 
newspaper plant. You 
may purchase, instead, 
a magazine plant, which 
will answer every pur- 
pose and give you more 
time tothink. Youneed 
not fear the prejudice 
or pleasure of editors if 
you own the ground- 
work. You won’t even 
have to inclose stamped 
envelope for return. 
Mark your manuscript 


‘*Must,’’ add your initials, and, when the 
editor gets it, no questions will be asked, 
If there are, it is your duty to bounce the 
editor. 

If journalism, poetry or short stories 
do not appeal to your wider vision, and 
you feel that you must write books in or- 
der to satisfy your craving for expres- 
sion, you may we.!l ignore newspaper and 
magazine plants and purchase a_book- 
publishing p.ant, with all its potential- 
ities. Hav.ng this secured, when you 
write a book—novel or otherwise, includ- 
ing volumes of verse—you need not mail 
the manuscript to the publisher or hire a 
literary agent or do any of those things 
which you would be compelled to do if 
you did not follow the advice herein 
given. All you would have to do would 
be to hand the copy to the office-boy, with 
instructions to take it to the foreman of 
the composing-room and tell him to get 
it into type and on the press ahead of 
anything else in the office. After which 
you could go away in your nifty touring 
car, and presently, up in the mountains 
or down by the sea, you would hear near- 
literary persons talking about the latest 
book by the distinguished author, etc. 

Many aspiring literary writers fail be- 
cause they neglect the simple advice of- 
fered here to all, free of charge, and they 
have no one to blame except themselves, 
though most of them blame it on the ed- 
itors, who don’t know literature when 
they see it. —W. J. Lampton. 
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ANOTHER DAY 





Stalled motorist—And only yesterday | was fined twenty-five dollars for breaking the speed laws! 


Still More Humorous 


«<] USED to admire, in a way, the effer- 

vescent humor of Sut Lovingood,’’ 
confessed the 
Old Codger; 
‘‘and it hit 
me as a mas- 
terly effort 
on the part 
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Ward to 
stand, over- 
coated and 
mittened, off 
yonder in the 
edge of the 
woods, at half-past one o’clock on a cold 
night, and yell in a heartrending wail, 
until his brother: arose from sleep, and, 
clad in little but goose flesh and keen ap- 
prehension, opened the window, to have 
the festive Artemus shout an inquiry as 
to whether or not he believed slavery was 
wrong. Fora long time I contended that 
the output of those two humorists was 
so excruciatingly silly and monumentally 
idiotic that it could never be beaten. 
But I changed my mind the other night, 
when I heard an old-time wheel-horse 
politician state his reasons why women 
should not vote.’’ 


Inexperience 


“‘Jennie,’’ said he, ‘‘believe it true— 
I never loved any girl but you.’’ 
“Oh, Fred,’’ she answered, ‘‘I’m sure of 
this; 
You make such work when you try to 
kiss.’’ 
Practical 


Mrs. W.—Odd invitations Mrs. Reid 


issued for the coming nuptials of her 

daughter—just written affairs, with the 

first line reading, ‘‘Mrs. L. W. Reid re- 

quests the honor of your presents,’’ etc. 
Mr. W.—Truthful, at any rate. 


A Double-action Alarm 


HEMMANDHAW'S face wore a wor- 
ried look. 

‘‘I’m in trouble,’’ he said. ‘‘I don’t 
seem to be able to get up early in the 
morn ng.”’ 

‘‘Wny don’t you get yourself a nice 
little alarm clock?’’ the head bookkeeper 
suggested. 

*‘I did; but I didn’t 
hear the thing when 
it went off.’’ 

“Then why don’t 
you get a bigone?’”’ 

‘‘I did that, too, 
and it made me lose 
too much time.”’ 

‘*Made you lose 
time?’’ 

“Yes; it rang so 
loudly that it awak- 
ened the man in the 
next room, and he 
always beat me to 
the washroom.”’ 


Not a Detector 


Husband—M ary, 
it seems that every 
time you get a bill 
changed, you get a 
piece of bad money 
shoved on you. 

Wife — Maybe so, 
Henry; but I handle 
so little, Idon’t know 
the difference. 


Tranquillity 


Quiet! Secretary 
Bryan did not make 
a speech on the 
Fourth of July. He 
stayed in Washing- 
ton. It was a quiet 
Fourth. 





The New Woman 


Mrs. Knicker—Are you going to take 
a course in a business college? 

Mrs. Bocker—Yes; I want to find out 
how to get more money out of Jack. 


Baseball players are much opposed to 
the high ball, as it often puts them out. 





VERY REALISTIC 


Near-sighted aunt (whose nephew is viewing her portrait painted by Miss de 
Brush) —Jack, don’t you think that the expression around the mouth is fine ? 


























































Canine Obsequies 


THE OTHER day a Pomeranian belong- 

ing to a rich family in Philadelphia 
was covered with a 
silken shroud and 
buried in a silver- 
trimmed rose wood 
coffin, beneath a tree 
in the family’s coun- 
try place. The Pom- 
eranian had fallen 
down an elevator 
shaft and broken its 
neck. If we had a 
Pomeranian and it 
passed to the great 
beyond, we wouldn’t bother about the 
silken shroud, and the day in August 
would have to be socold that the ther- 
mometers would be wearing mufflers and 
pulse warmers before we would furnish a 
Pomeranian a silver-trimmed rosewood 
casket for the last sad rites. Our hair 
will never turn white in one terrible, 
racking night from grief over a Pomer- 
anian that has joined the silent majority. 
We have a sneaking suspicion that the 
next morning we would get up refreshed 
and ready to go to a double-header. We 
have never liked Pomeranians, and, if 
the truth must be known, we wouldn’t 
care if somebody left every elevator door 
on the shaft open. We wouldn’t be 
harsh and uncompromising with the per- 
son—in fact, we might take him along to 
the game with us. 


Fried Chicken as a Thought Producer 


HE wife of the Governor of Indiana 
has discovered that fried chicken is a 
brain food. The brilliant editor of this 
page was pleased to learn this. Eversince 
he was a small boy he has been devoted 
to fried chicken. In fact, almost lives on 
it. So it is easy to see that there is 
something in the Governor’s wife’s idea. 

















At Home to a Snapping Turtle 


MAN in Cairo, Ill., has a pond of 

tame turtles. When he whistles, 
they will come up and let him stroke 
them on the head. 

We have no desire to spend our vaca- 
tion with this Cairo gentleman, sitting 
on the bank, stroking his pets on the 
head. We know too much about the hab- 






KY 


its and peculiarities of snapping turtles 
to sigh to run our hand over their low, 


retreating foreheads. 


One time Turkey-egg Culp had a snap- 
ping turtle set its teeth into the calf of 
his leg, and they had to put lye into the 
turtle’s eyes to make it let go. We 
laughed like everything and said that it 
was a good one on Turkey-egg, but we 
laughed too soon. 

One day we slipped down under the 
wagon bridge and went swimming all by 
ourself. We always liked to swim 
especially where we shouldn’t. Stolen 
swims are always sweetest. 

We had got just comfortably muddy, 
when we stepped on something round and 
hard. It moved, and so we felt around 
with our toe to see what it was. We 
were no time in finding out. We had put 
our toe where it did not belong. Our toe 
had got into a turtle’s mouth. When a 
turtle once takes hold, it has made per- 
manent arrangements. We crawled out 
and tapped the turtle on the back, but he 
merely blinked his cold, unfeeling eyes 
and tightened his lips. We did not like 
his attitude toward us. 

We felt heartily ashamed of ourself for 
having laughed at Turkey-egg Culp. We 
resolved never to laugh at any other boy 
who should be similarly situated. 

We resorted to harsher measures. We 
took up a club and rapped the turtle 
sharply on the back. He blinked his eyes 
at us in astonishment, but 
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but because it hurt so. 
a hero. 

We knew there was no way to get the 
turtle to where there was lye. So we 
raised our voice louder than ever. A 
farmer, taking his family to town, drew 
up his team and came running down the 
bank with his knife open. He seized the 
turtle and began sawing at its jugular 
vein. Although the turtle was at a loss 
to understand this, it did not offer to re- 
lease its toe hold. We could see at once 
that the man rarely sharpened his knife, 
but we did not reprove him. The blade 
of the knife had tobacco stains on it, but 
we did not ask the man what kind of to- 
bacco he used. Although naturally we 
had a great aversion for tobacco, we 
stood the sight of this quite well. 

As we sat there while the man sawed 
on, we tried to think of pleasant things 
and to bear the turtle no malice; but, in 
spite of our better nature, we could not 
help wishing it am early death. Finally 
the saw worked its way through the neck 
of the turtle, and at last its body was 
detached; but its head kept right on with 
the creature’s plans. The man got a 
stick and pried its teeth apart. We tcok 
our toe out at once. 

Our toe was not its graceful self. It 
looked worse for the wear. Time had 
ruffled it. 

A turtle is all right, but, no difference 
how sweet a disposition it had, we could 


Turkey-egg was 





did not offer to let bygones 
be bygones. We hit him 
athwart the shoulders. A 
look of pained surprise came 
into his eyes, but he did not 
remove his teeth. Hedidnot 
have any the best of us when 
it came to looks of pained 
surprise. Our heart went 
out to Turkey-egg, who had 
suffered like a martyr. 
Time after time we beat 














the turtle over the back with 
abandon, but it did not deter 
him one jot or tittle. The 
turtle was deaf to all reason. Never be- 
fore had we known that a lowly turtle had 
such determination. However, we did 
not stop to praise it. 

We began to yell and roll over on the 
bank. This was not to amuse the turtle, 


“THEY HAD TO, PUT LYE INTO THE TURTLE’S EYES TO MAKE 


IT LET GO” 
never become attached to it. There 
would always be the lurking fear that 
it would become attached to us. Turtles 
may make faithful and loving pets for 
aught we know, but personally we never 
pine for the society of turtles. 
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Dame Fashion’s 


AJUS, chief philosopher on Mars, had just finished a casual 

observation of the earth and addressed his class in wisdom: 

‘**I find little that is essential of difference between those 
called benighted and those called civilized on that planet,’’ he 
said. ‘‘I have, in my former lectures, told you of strange 
things that have come under my observation as to earth’s crea- 
tures called human; but, benighted or civilized, they are much 
alike. They all love, hate, worry and scheme, make merry or 
are sad, as the mood seizes them. I have told you of their 
wars and their individual crimes that denote their crudeness in 
the scale of development. I have just given special attention 
to one phase of their life that is astonishing. Benighted or 
civilized, they all have idols, and charms, incantations, fetishes 
and the like control them. 

“‘The fetish of the civilized,’’ continued Majus, ‘‘is called 
Fashion, whose deity is a woman of tyrannical temper. Every 
whim of this dame is religiously obeyed. Women are her more 
willing creatures. What she can do with them is shown in the 
present uses they make of her decrees. They are always en- 
ticingly tricked out to hypnotize men, but just now Fashion 
seems a phase of madness. After due time I shall make an- 
other observation, but I am afraid that soon women will wear 
no clothes whatever. They went naked ages ago, before man’s 
ingenuity produced fabrics. I need not tell you, oh, my pupils, 
that there was less wickedness on earth when its inhabitants 
wore nothing whatever than there is now. It is not that 
clothes mean sin, but the use that is made of clothes. 




























Merry-go-round 


‘Man himself is not immune to the influence of this dame 
called Fashion. The more refined and the more prosperous the 
circle in which he moves, the greater is his regard for her 
laws. In the best circumstances man wears this or that fabric, 
in infinite variety, made in such and such shapes. These 
shapes change with great frequency, for no reason whatever 
beyond Fashion’s vagary. And, from habit, man thus clothed 
looks down upon his fellow who may not have the price of a 
new outfit. There was once a belief on earth that brains, abil- 
ity, genius or whatever you may call real superiority would 
always rise above superficial circumstances. That was before 
clothing, at the command of Dame Fashion, dominated human- 
ity. Now a modishly cut, expensive fabric on the male body 
discounts a hatful of brains or a virtuosity of acquirement. 
Clothes of the right sort will carry a man with a head like a 
cocoanut past the gate guarded by an office-boy who calls the 
janitor to fire a shabby human phenomenon from the premises. 

‘‘This observance of Fashion,’’ continued Majus, ‘‘is as silly 
as a merry-go-round, which it resembles. The dame cracks the 
whip, holds the hoop, and women struggle with one another to 
please her, while the men move the machine and furnish the 
wherewithal for endless clothes and garnishing.’’ 

‘*But the men, then,’’ quoth Simplus, one of Majus’s pupils, 
‘‘must be regarded as kind to the women, must they not, even 
though they themselves in a lesser measure follow Fashion, if 
they will labor thus to please them?’’ 

‘‘Undoubtedly,’’ replied Majus. ‘‘But the social system on 
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earth is a thing that must be long observed, if one would search 
out its contradictory details and draw any philosophical lesson 
therefrom. As I have informed you, what 
inhabitants of earth call matrimony has pha- 
ses that confound even Martian philosophy. 
It is so confused by what they call divorce 
that even the judges in human courts are 
kept guessing. And you can’t measure man 
by superficial circumstances. He may labor 
at the merry-go-round and sweat, apparently 
with the sole object of providing his wife, 
who is riding on it, with richer and better 
attire than her neighbors can afford; yet a 
detective may discover that he is at the same time buying even 
richer stuffs for some chorus girl or other damsel, with whom 
he feasts and makes merry.”’ 

**Does he feast with the chorus girl or other damsel in the 
same way he feasts with his wife?’’ asked Simplus, who 
seemed to embody the curiosity of Majus’s students. 

**Nay, verily not,’’ replied Majus. ‘‘With the chorus girl 
or other damsel he commands strange fare, like certain species 
of wild birds savored by fire, paste made from the livers of 
geese, a peculiar crustacean called the lobster and various 
liquids that inspire a brief joy, but are quickly followed by 
melancholy and depression.’’ 

**Will you not, oh, great Majus, tell us something about the 
crustacean called the lobster?’’ asked Simplus, while the other 
pupils looked approval. 

‘‘Not during this moon,’’ was Majus’s reply. ‘‘I shall touch 
on the lobster when I again treat of other aberrations of men of 
earth, some of whom lobsters—though in appearance they are 
very different—temperamentally and in habit resemble.’’ 

—J. A. Waldron. 





Anxious To Make a Date 


**Won’t you call to-morrow evening?’’ she asked. 
will be away.”’ 

**Oh, I don’t mind your father,’’ he replied; ‘‘but if your 
butler ever has a night off, let me know and I’! drop in.’’ 


**Father 












Oft expectation fails, and 
most oft where most it 
promises. — All's Well 

That Ends Well, Act ii, 

Scene 1. 

































INDUCEMENT 
You are positive that Mrs. Blank wishes to buy this gown? 


AN 

Alrs. Ecsee 

Madam— Oh, yes, Madam ! 
ning her husband can persuade 

Mrs. Eesee Very well, then. 


She will to-morrow return if she this eve- 


I'll take it 


The Goat 


BE KIND to the goat. Not the mountain goat that hurdles 

the rocks for pastime, not the backyard goat that dines on 
tin cans and comic supplements, not the lodge goat that will- 
ingly boosts a new member through the first degree, nor yet the 
ancient satyr that wore pegtop trousers of his own woolery and 
spent his time with forest chickenry, flutes and rah-rah juice; 
but the modern, human goat. We can’t give a precise definition, 
because there are so many kinds of him; but, by way of paren- 
thesis, he is usually the poor mutt who has to be satisfied 
with the bouillon off boiled eggs, while another guy eats the 
eggs. Like charity, he suffereth long and is kind, and vaunt- 
eth not himself; in fact, he is afraid to vaunt, because vaunts 
come back with compound interest to boomerang him. He 
wants to be a comrade, but every one takes him for a clown, 
and his eyes are always focused on the tall timbers. The goat 
is an abused man, and, come to think of it, we all feel abused 
one way or the other. Therefore, with the finality of resistless 


logic, be kind to the goat. —George W. Parker. 


Doublesome Cucumbers 


A vaudeville contortionist was ‘‘limbering up’’ in his dress- 
ing-room, when a laundryman, who happened to open the door 
by mistake, stepped across the threshold and stood spellbound, 
watching the performer, who was apparently tied in a knot on 
top of his trunk. 

Noticing the look of consternation on the face of the un- 
intentional intruder, and resolving to have some fun at his 
expense, the contortionist assumed a look of deepest agony and 
groaned weakly, 

‘“‘By gravy, that’s the last time I'll ever eat cucumbers 
for supper!’’ 


Staged 


Tommy—What’s the picture of health, dad? 
Crabshaw—That’s the illustration you see in a patent-medi- 
cine ad labeled ‘‘ After Taking.’’ 











SUBURBAN NOTE 





Doctor Stork has had so much business since he came to Bunnie Cliffe that he has been compelled to buy 


an automobile to keep up with his practice. 


Delaying the Law 
«HOW in the world will you dig up 
more evidence to get me a new 
trial?”’ 
“Don’t worry about that,’’ replied the 
lawyer. ‘‘All you have to do is to dig 
up more money.’’ 





DIDN’T TEST THEM 


Tom—And how did you find Gibralter ? 
so impregnable ? 


Sam—I don't know. I didn’t try to take it. 


Prince Charming 


**And you really once saw a prince?’’ 

“Yes.”’ 

“Oh,’’ she exclaimed, clasping her 
hands and gazing with awe into the eyes 
that had looked upon royalty, ‘‘what was 
he doing?’’ 

“Trying to balance a chair on his chin 
to amuse a chorus girl.’’ 


Under the Trees 


Just at that time in love’s young dream 
When you’re disposed to hug, 

It is not nice to hear her scream, 
‘*Let go! There is a bug!’’ 


Are its fortifications really 


Hunches 


Faint art never made one lady fair. 

If there were a market for after- 
thoughts, most of us would be rich. 

An opportunity is a thing which will 
slide by without any special lubrication. 

Truth is more of a stranger than fiction. 


His Fatal Error 


*“Well, Wildboys 
has himself to thank 
for his troubles. He 
mistook license for 
liberty.’’ 

**Eh? How’s that?’’ 

** Marriage license.’’ 


Dog Days 


Just now, the pup 
With brains en- 
dowed 
Will stay ‘‘Far From 
The Madding 
Crowd.’’ 


More men are up in 
air daily than go by 
the flying machine. 


N. B. Orders by telephone or wireless carefully executed. 


Mad Maiden Millicent 


ILLIE met with merry Milly, 
In the season that was silly, 
And they wandered willy-nilly 
On the sards. 
At the outset she was chilly, 
As becomes a proper filly, 
And continued so until he 
Held her hands. 


Milly learned to call him Billy, 
When the nights were calm and stilly, 
As they strolled the roadway hilly, 

Quite alone; 
And he christened her his Lily— 
Flowery name which brought such thrill he 
Wouldn’t rest till maiden Milly 

Vowed him Own. 


Summer nearly over, Willie 

Promised he would send a billet 

Deux to Milly’s domicil-ee, 
With some chink, 

So that she might fly to Philly 

And amalgamate with Billy. 

Will Willie keep his promise? Will he? 
I don’t think !—4. walter Utting. 


Egg View Note 


Ambrose Crosslots says: ‘‘ Defeat stares 
more fellers in the back than in the face.’’ 























ENCOURAGEMENT 
‘* Fer th’ love of hiven, Frenchy, hang to 
ut. You're on top most of th’ toime.’’ 
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"TWO OUT AND 


JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES 






































“A Record :Hit”; 


Temporarily Handicapped 


Mr. Doughleigh—I met that French 
nobleman, Count de Brie, to-day. 

Dotty Doughleigh—Really! Is he a 
brilliant conversationalist? 
Doughleigh — Well, no, 
has rheumatism 


Mr. 
present. He 
shoulders. 


not at 
in his 
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And Had Found Out Her Name 


‘*What is his trouble?’’ 

** Aphasia.”’ 

*‘I thought there was a woman in the 
case,”” 

Many serious mishaps overtake those 
who attempt to shoot Folly as she flies 


or, when the mighty Casey did not 
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strike out 


Stung ! 


Mrs. Stylus—-The doctor said that I 


must take plenty of exercise. He ad- 
vised me to do a lot of walking. 
Mr. Stylus—Sensible advice! I hope 


you will follow it. 
Mrs. Stylus—Yes. 


walking dress. 


But I need a new 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 


Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 

With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 

And I, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 


And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 
Kansas Conscicences 
KANSAS suffragists, having secured 
the vote, are busy promoting a 
school for women voters. The headquar- 
ters are at Lawrence, and the course of 
study includes all governmental activities 
in connection with health, food, work, 
etc. This shows the troublesome femi- 
nine conscience at work. Just as if a 
voter ought to be educated about any- 
thing! 


anti throughout the land celebrate this 
day. Remember, dear sisters, that we 
are the mental descendants of all the 
noble band who objected to woman’s edu- 
cation, her entrance into industrial life, 
her acquirement of legal rights, her rise 
from the sweet, unlettered helplessness 
that made her man’s dearest chattel. 
Let us glory in that fact to-day and be 
proud that the same arguments that were 











Extracts from 








“ The Antiquary ” 


(MEN WOULD 


FIND POLITICS CORRUPTING 





pugilistic weep. For truly to-day ’tisa 
mighty fight to try to complete the work 
begun by the dear ones of old—namely, 
to keep woman in the company politically 
of idiots, paupers and lunatics, that she 
may be a fitting mate for man. 


News and Notes—Our esteemed worker, 
Mrs. Anti Dote, is flying across the con- 
tinent to give her celebrated lecture on 
**Woman’s Place Is at Home.’’ She will 
leave her husband and children thousands 
of miles away. What devotion to our 
cause! We recommend her as an exam- 
ple of consistency and-logic. 

Miss Anti Pathy has writ- 
ten a beautiful poem that 
brings out female delicacy in 
a wonderful way. Space 








A weekly faye edited and published by 
real ladies and opposed to female enfran- 


> 
{‘* MEN WOULD VOTE As THEIR WIVES AND MOTHERS 00%] 


forbids giving it all, but we 
quote the last few lines: 
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Editorial --It is sad to see 


Fragiliy 





{“ MENS SUFFRAGE WOULD ONLY DOUBLE THE TROUBLE™ | 





the wild ones of our sex lift- 
ing voices, that ought to be 


f“ MEN'S SUFFRAGE WOULD DIMINISH RESPECT FOR MEN » 


To get a husband I have 





danced 





devoted exclusively to lulla- 


{“MOsT MEN DO NOT WANT 70 VOTE » 


At forty-seven balls, 








bies, far above the roar of 


= I’ve golfed and tennised, 








traffic in passionate pleas 
for the ballot. Time and 
again have we hammered 
these creatures over the head 
with the truth of their sex 
inferiority. Woman is in- 
ferior to man—we state it, we believe it, 
we glory in it. She has not produced a 
Milton, a Shakespeare, an Abraham Lin- 
coln or a chef fit for a hgfel kitchen. She 


‘ . . . 
doesn’t run our ocean liners, dig in our 


coal mines or manufacture our trolley cars. 
Physically, mentally, morally, spiritually 
and sartorially she is no good—all of her 
but us. Weare all right and must be ex- 
cluded from all criticisms of the rest of 
the sex, especially by the dear men, 
whom we adore. But to resume: Be- 
cause of their failure to produce the 
above-mentioned gentlemen geniuses in 
proper female form, women are not fit to 
vote. Ask any peanut-stand vender and 
have this view confirmed by a worthy 
male voter, who has been enfranchised 
solely for the reason that he can turn 
himself into a Milton or Shakespeare 
whenever he so desires. But he doesn’t 
want to. He prefers to sell peanuts. 


A Note—Seventy years ago to-day Mrs. 
Backnumber, of sainted memory, pro- 
tested, in a scented letter written by her 
husband (since she was too much of a 
lady to know how to write), against girls 
being educated. Ah, if such as she had 
prevailed, we would not now have to com- 
bat the monstrous suffragist! Let every 


£: THE BEST MEN WOULD NOT VOTE 
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rowed and swum 
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hurled by our anti ancestors are doing 
duty to-day, strong and unimpaired, in 
our verbal fracas with the ballot grab- 
bers. Let us, then, drop tears in mem- 
ory of Mrs. Backnumber, but let it bea 





And gone on countless 


calls. 
I’ve had ten colds and fifty 
chills, 


Pneumonia and other ills, 

But went right on—but this 
pray note: 

I am too fragile far. to vote. 





Susan B. Anthony told 
women that they could.never ‘‘sing down 
or pray down an institution that had been 
voted into existence.’’ Of course she 
should have said that they ought not to 
fuss round institutions at all. 











Votes for Men 
By ELINOR BYRNS 

UPPOSE all men, unenfranchised, 
could secure a voice in the govern- 
ment only by persuading an electorate of 
women of their fitness for the franchise? 
Would not the women be justified in say- 
ing, ‘‘No. You men believe that phys- 
ical force is the basis of government, and 
you are given to settling disputes by. war 
instead of by reason or justice. You 
might waste half or’*three-quarters of 
our national income on war or prepara- 
tion for it. You have always devoted 
yourselves to money-making, so you know 
more about the protection of property 
than about the protection of human life. 
You might sacrifice our children to pre- 
ventable diseases, to exploitation in fac- 
tories and sweatshops. You have always 


chosen to say that white slavery is nec- 
essary, and. you might fail to make laws 
to check or prevent thisevil. You might 
run for office and try to win by making a 
sex appeal to women voters. And, any- 
way, all the men have never united in any 
demand for the ballot. When they have 
proved that they all want it, that they 
would never do anything but good with 
it, that they would all vote, no matter 
how much they wanted to play golf or go 
to a ball game, and that their business 
and professions would never stand in the 
way of their holding office, then we might 
consider giving it to them’’? Yes, the 
women might say all of these things; but 
‘they would not, because those who think 
about it at all knaw that good govern- 
ments, like good homes, need both men, 
and women. 














Sweet Sixteen 


“Es ist doch jammerschade, dasz Leutnants nich 
Klavierstunden geben diirfen !”’ 


**What a pity it is that lieutenants are 
not permitted to give piano lessons!’’— 
Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 














Probably with Cause 


“ Aber haben Sie denn gar nichts gegen Ihr Leiden 
getan, Herr Baron ? 
“Was Sie denken! Von den ersten Kapazitaten 
der Welt hab’ ich mich anbriillen lassen ! 
‘*Haven’t you done anything at all for 
your ailment, baron?’’ 
‘*‘What do you think! I’ve let the 
highest medical authorities in the world 
shout at me.’’—U/lIk (Berlin). 





Last Instructions 


“* C'est bien entendu—tu pars en tete : et, sous aucun 
prétexte, tu ne te laisses rattrapper !” 


“It is well understood. You start at 
the head, and under no pretext must you 
let them catch up with you!’’—Le Sourire 
(Paris). 





— arta _— 








Delightful Evening ag, “ioe = 
mage m’a dit que vous aimiez beaucoup la bonne Both with One » Hope 
l Ca ne fait rien—continuez.” Hostess—Oh, I hope your dog won’t go 
{ ‘*They tell me you are very fond of into the kitchen! The fish for baby’s 
‘ good music.’’ dinner is on the table. 
} ‘‘Never mind. Continue.’’—Le Rire Caller—I hope not, indeed! He isn’t 
(Paris). allowed to have fish.— Punch (London). 
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Out of the Frying Pan 


Lady (meeting her former servant)— 
Oh, Mary, I suppose you are getting bet- 
ter wages at your new place? 

Mary—No, ma’am; I’m workin’ for 
nothing now—I’m married. — London 


Opinion. 











A Mother’s Satisfaction 


“Mit den Kinderfriulein hat man immer Aerger. 
Jetzt habe ich eine, die weisz so gut mit den Kindern 
umzugenen, dasz sie gar nicht mehr zu mir wollen.” 

*‘One always has vexation with these 
nurses, but I have one that knows s0 
well how to manage the children that 
they won’t come to me any more.”— 
Meggendorfer Biaetter (Munich). 
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Who’s Whosiers 
Everywhere 


By HORACE DODD GASTIT 


HAW, GEORGE BERNARD—Some- 
§ times cerrupted to Bonehead. Best 
known to his contemporaries as George 
the First of Ireland. A literary enfant 
terrible of considerable wit and dauntless 
activity, and universally recognized as a 
gupreme master of modern unrealism. 
Was not the leading figure in George 
Meredith’s brilliant novel, ‘‘The Egoist.’’ 
Was never born, but developed slowly in 
the latter part of the nineteenth century, 
under the same zodiacal conjunctions that 
produced a Hall Caine in the Isleof Man, 
a Eugene V. Debs in the United States, 
anda Bwana Tumbo in Africa. His first 
words, projected through space from no- 
where in particular, were, ‘‘Let there be 
light!”” and immediately, in accordance 
with his subtle intention, a great dark- 
ness fell upon the Jand. Took up writing 
at the age of five, when he was found 
by his nurse writing on the cellar wall 
with a whitewash brush the imperishable 
lines, “It is only the isn’t that is, and 
the well lies at the bottom of truth!’’ 

Owing to a delicate condition of his 

digestive organs, was fed in his early 
years exclusively upon carpet tacks and 
pins, which diet has resulted in giving 
considerable point, though little in the 
way of head, to everything that he has 
written since. Founded the Shavian 
School of Philosophy—a cult much af- 
fected by brilliant barbers everywhere, 
who conceal their lack of thought in 
exuberant and epigrammatic utterances 
while shaving their victims, whence the 
title Shavian. Is much admiréd by the 
very young and unmarried middle-aged 
members of women’s clubs everywhere, 
who derive much spiritual satisfaction of 
an inarticulate sort from the uncertain 
intimations and elusive significances of 
diaphanous effervescence to be found in 
hisevery line. In spite of internal evi- 
dences pointing strongly to the contrary, 
is really a human being, and not, as thou- 
sands have believed, merely a monosyl- 
abic ejaculation of scorn, although the 
words ‘‘Oh, pshaw!’’ have undoubtedly 
taken on a newer and more effective sig- 
nificance since his incarnation of their in- 
tent. Is author of a collection of plays 
called ‘‘Plays Pleasant and Unpleasant, ”’ 
none of which is the former and few of 
which are plays, being rather dialogues 
interrupted by extensive and witty in- 
structions and clearly indicated stage 
business for the guidance of those who 
are to speak the dialogue after the rising 
of the curtain. 

Has been said by critics to bear the 

same relation to literature that the tango 

and turkey trot bear to the art of dancing, 
and has enjoyed very much the same 

Widespread popularity, even to the point 

of attracting the attention of the New 

York police, who have been known to 
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HE highest grade smoking tobacco 
made—8O Cents a pound. 

But packed in a handy 5 Cent tin just 

HALF the ordinary size. 






i Exactly enough to keep FRESH and PER- 







FECT until you have smoked it ALL. 
The most delightful FRAGRANCE, the 
FINEST SMOKE, the HANDIEST TIN 





















interfere with one of his plays, ‘‘Mrs. 
Warren’s Profession,’’ while themselves 
profiting largely from the financial by- 
products of that same profession. Gained 
considerable notoriety as the hero of Gil- 
bert K. Chesterton’s absorbing romance, 
“‘George Bernard Shaw,’’ in which full 
justice was done to his puritanic nature 
and progressive instincts. Has never 
visited America, and, therefore, writes 
about it with convincing authority, unre- 
strained by the deceptive shackles of per- 
sonal observation, thereby adding greatly 
to the gayety of a nation already rejoic- 
ing in such humorists as Hi Johnson, of 
California, and Governor Cole Blease, of 
South Carolina. In politics is a Pank- 
hurstian Progressive, firmly believing 
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in the whole history of tobacco. 


Sold only in Handy 5 Cent tins and 90 Cent pound glass humidor jars. 


that what cannot be obtained by brick 
bats cannot possibly be got through calm 


reason. Wears clothes in public, not so 
much as a concession to convention, but 
rather to keep the real Bernard Shaw 
veiled in the mystery which is his chief 
charm. Served for several years as a 
dramatic critic, but, unfortunately, too 
late to be of advantage to Shakespeare, 
who, had he had the benefit of his advice, 
might have achieved fame as a dramatist 
instead of mere notoriety. Like most 
Irishmen, is very fond of the English— 
as a topic for conversation and a theme 
for his written disquisitions on Things 
As They Hadn’t Ought To Be. Recrea- 
tion, re-creating. Address, G. B. S., 
care of Himself, the Universe. 
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The Better the Barley 


the better the brew, is the reason 
why Anheuser-Busch o7/y buys the © 
most costly Barley grown from 
which to brew and age 


Budweiser 


“A FRIEND OF MINE” 





The ever-increasing demand for Bud- 
weiser has been honestly won by its 
uniform Saazer Hop flavor, quality, 
purity and mellowness. 


Bottled only at the home plant inSt.Louis 
Anheuser-Busch Brewery 


St. Louis 
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The Whittier Inn 


Sea Gate, New York Harbor 
An Ideal Hotel Home for Summer—nay Po November 


The Inn is situated in a private park | Entire cottages (including Hotel Service) 
maintained by the local cottage community. may be leased for the season. 
Rooms with private bath and porch. A clean, broad beach with ample bathing fa- 
Rooms are available in nearby cottages cilities. Tennis, baseball, rowing and sailing. 
to those who prefer them, service and priv- Private boat service to and from New York 
ileges of the Inn being the same. City. Also frequent train service to Brooklyn. 
A Delightful Place —Just 45 Minutes by Private Boat from New York 
Telephone Rates and Booklet Upon Application Garage 























Hurrah for the Suffragettes | 


URRY UP! Hurry yp! 
band! Oh, it’s eile —_ the 
They are marching down this way! 
Here they come! Here they come! H 
the rolling of the drum! ” 
How entrancingly they play! 
See the ‘‘vets,” the cadets and 
suffragettes! ™ happy 
Say, now, aren*t they marching fine? 
See the girls—pretty girls—with their 
wavy hair and curls! 
See how well they keep in line! 
What is that? What is that? Vote for 
women? Qh, I see—. 
The motto on the banner—it appeals tp 
me! 
It’s the marching of the rulers that are 
soon to be! 
Hurrah for the suffragettes! 
On their steeds—prancing steeds—se 
them ride, some astride, 
With an independent air! 
And they look so very pert, some with 
the divided skirt 
And the cutest ‘‘baby stare’’! 
But their object is sublime— it. they wil 
achieve in time— 
Run a girl for President! 
And, who knows—ah! who knows—what 
the future may disclose? 
May some nice old maid be sent? 
See the men—horrid men! —sit and 
smoke, while they joke 
Of the val’rous suffragette! 
While they swear and declare it the gilli. 
est nightmare 
That the women will regret! 
Don’t repine! Don’t repine! All the 
women will be in line! 
It will be a happy day! 
’Twill be grand—oh, so grand !—when all 
over this broad land 


These fair ones shall rule for aye! 
Robert L. Patterson. 


How the Term Originated 


ADAM was out one night after Eve 
thought he should have got home, 
and she cried. 

He went to work without kissing her 
next morning, and she cried. 

She put on a new fig leaf one day, and 
when he didn’t notice it, she cried. 

He told her once that her cooking 
wasn’t as good as his mother’s would 
have been if he had had a mother, and 
she cried. 

He let their first wedding anniversary 
slide by without noticing it, and she cried. 

He gave her a beautiful diamond ring, 
and she joyfully wept. 

Then Adam said to himself, 

‘‘Now I understand what the poets 


mean when they say ‘Dewy Eve.’”’ 
—Strickland Gillilan. 


A Possibility 


We may live without poetry—most of us 
do; 

We may live without art and find happi- 
ness, too; 

And we might get along, notwithstand 
ing our wrongs, 

If there never were any more popular 
songs. 
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Playing Safe 


By WILLIAM H. HAMBY 


GROUP of negroes were standing in 

front of a little grocery store ina 
country town, admiring the display of 
“watermilyuns’’ lying out on the plat- 
form. For a while they discussed the 
fine points of the different “‘milyuns,’’ 
and finaliy the argument settied into 
whether or not one man could eat the 
biggest melon in the pile, which weighed 
about twenty-five pounds. While this 
discussion was going on, a long, lank 
darky joined them. 

“What yo'-all disputin’ about?’’ he in- 
quired. : 

“We’s jest argifyin’,’’ replied one, 
“whether or not one man could eat that 
there milyun all by hisself.’’ 

“Shucks!’’ boasted the newcomer. ‘‘I 
could eat that milyun, and it wouldn’t be 
a snack !”’ 

A white man, who had overheard the 
remarks, turned to the long, lank darky. 

“Why, you fool nigger,’’ he said, ‘‘you 
know you couldn’t eat all that melon at 
onetime! I’ll bet you you can’t.”’ 

“What yo’ bet?’’ asked the darky. 

“T’ll tell you what I’ll do,’’ proposed 
the white man. ‘‘If you’ll eat it all, I’ll 
pay for it; but if you don’t, you pay for 
x 

The negro was a little cautious. ‘‘What 
does that milyun cost?’’ he asked the 
storekeeper, who had sauntered out on 
the platform. It was priced at twenty- 
five cents. The darky scratched his head 
in doubt for a minute. 

“T’ll tell you what I’ll do, boss,’’ he 
said to the white man. ‘‘If yo’-all 
lemme go down to my house a little bit, 
I'll tell yo’ whether I kin eat that mil- 
yun. I won’t be gone more’n five or ten 
minutes. ”’ 

The white man consented, and in about 
ten minutes the negro returned and ane 
nounced his readiness to take the wager. 

He ate the melon, scraped the rind and 
drank the juice. 

“Well, you sure win,’’ said the white 
man, in admiration for his capacity. 
“But now I would like to know why you 
went down to your house.”’ 

“I done it all right, ain’t I?’’ said the 
negro a little uneasily. 

“You certainly have,’’ assured the 
white man. ‘‘You have won. But I just 
wanted to know from curiosity why you 
went to the house.’’ 

“Well, I'll tell yo’, boss. Us niggers 
ain’t got no money to lose, and I wanted 
to be sure. I had a milyun about this 
size down to my house, and I knowed if I 
could eat it, I could eat‘this one. So I 
went home and tried it.’’ 


Conjugated 
Inquisitive friend—Don’t you find that 
your wife is very subject to moods? 
Enpeck—No; she has only one mood, 
the imperative, and I’m the one that’s 
subject to that! 
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HE new Grand 

Central Terminal, 
New York City, the 
greatest Railway Terminal in 
the world, combines beauty 
and utility in a degree hitherto 
unknown, just as the 


20th Century Limited | ~ 


provides travel comforts and New Grand Central 
facilities unsurpassed on this or Showing + 50 


any other continent. Windows 


“For the Public Service” 
Travel on the “CENTURY” 
and arrive at and depart from 
this wonderful Terminal. 
Lv. New York 2.45p.m. Lv. Chicago 12.40 p.m. 


Lv. Boston 12.30p.m. Ar. Boston 11.55a.m. 
Ar. Chicago 9.45a.m. Ar. New York 9.40a.m. 




















HOTEL EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway, NEW YORK 


q A Step from Broadway. @ Quiet as a Village at Night. 
@ Absolutely Fireproof. q Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, one person, $2.50; two peo- 
ple, $3.50. Why pay more when our service is equalled only by the best ? 


EUROPEAN PLAN E. W. WARFIELD, Manager 
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Try One of Our 
Dry Varieties 


Martini—Regular 
Martini—Dry (medium) 
Martini—Brut (very dry) 
Manhattan—Regular 
Manhattan—Dry 


At all dealers 
G.F.Heublein 


& Bro. 
Sole Prop’ s. 
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HOTEL DRESDEN 


149-51 West 44th St. 
NEW YORK 


100 Feet East of Broadway 
In the Heart of Everything 
In the Center of the Club, Theatrical and 
Hotel District 












Suites of Parlor, Bedroom and Bath— 
$3,00, $4.00, $5.00 per day. 
Single Room and Bath—$2.00, $2.50 per day. 


ATTRACTIVE WEEKLY RATES 
Phone—Bryant 1463 


J. Carl Tucker, Prop. 











Lake George is Thirty- — 
2 Two Miles Long 
Its wooded, 


lovely shores are known throughout 
America for their delights—delights provided both by 
Nature and by the social life of its summer residents. 
The Lake George region is made accessible by means 
of the convenient and comfortable 


Delaware & Hudson TE, 


Accommodations here offer the widest 
range of choice imaginable. There are 
hotels providing all the luxurious appoint- 
ments of metropolitan establishments. There are bun- 
galows, cottages, camps, country houses. Rates vary 
to meet all individual inclinations. 





















“A Summer Paracdise’’—an illustrated 384-page book 
—will tell you everything you want to know regarding 
a vacation. It's interesting from cover to cover—help- 
ful—a great aid in making up your mind where to go 
this summer. Sent gratuitously upon receipt of 6 cents 
postage. 


A. A. HEARD, G. P. A., Albany, N. Y. 
N. Y. City Information Bureau, 1354 B' way 


THE DELAWARE & HUDSON LINES 



































Why Is It? 
What makes the student dance and shout 
And wave his hat that way? 
He’s glad that college-has let out, 
So he can get away. 


If he’s so glad to leave it all, 
I wish you would explain— 
Why will he dance and shout next fall 
Because he’s back again? 
—Stanford Chaparral, 


Thirty Cents—Mother—Have you any- 
thing to pay carfare with? 

Daughter—Yes, mother; I have George. 
—California Pelican. 

















A New Version 


On with the dance! Let joy be unre- 
fined !— Hobart Herald. 


Of Negative Value—Professor Sabre—I 
had my picture taken to-day, doc. 

Dr. Sicksleiter—Who on earth would 
steal a thing like that?—Dartmouth Jack 
o’ Lantern, 


He Au-to—Landaulet—Why does Dan- 


dee wear that top-hat when he goes 
queening? 
Limousine—Oh, that’s what he calls 


his spark plug.—Stanford Chaparral 


Licensed—‘‘I have a friend who just 
marries for money.’’ 

‘*Why, how disgraceful !’’ 

**‘No, not exactly. You see, 
minister.’’— Cornell Widow. 


he’s a 


Fragile, Handle with Care—Madam Par- 
venu—What is your boy doing now? 

Madam Lineage—He’s in a new venture 
—operating in Dresden china. 

Madam Parvenu—-My goodness! I al- 
ways thought Dresden was a German city! 

Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


Saphead—Prof.— Jones is asleep. Will 
some one tap him on the head? 
V. F. R.—Don’t do it. You’ll flood 


the room.—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott’s Bitters is made 
more delightful and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2% cts. instamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. oe 
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You will go farther 


and fare better 


if you take along a supply of 
old reliable 


vans’ 
ry le 





on that outing. In the camp or on the hike it makes 
you independent of all discomfort or disappointment 
and always saves the day—and night. A thirst or g 
grouch cannot exist within its radius. 





12 DAYS 


All dealers or C.H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N.y, 


GRAND CRUISE the WONDERFUL 







Including berth and meals, 
Special rates for September and 
October. Via the 


RED CROSS LINE 


The most novel, beautify] 


and delightful vacation cruise from New York; visiting 


Halifax, Nova Scotia, ana St. John’s, Newfoundland 


Splendid Fishing and Hunting 


New speciaily built tourist steamships ‘‘Stephano” and 


‘*Florizel’’ have every modern device for safety and comfort, 


Wonderful scenes in foreign America; 
orchestra. 
hotel, no transfers. 


splendid cuisine, 
Sea sports. 7 days at sea. 5 days ashore. No 
Send now for booklet 137, 


|BOWRING & CO., 17 Battery Place, New York 
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Sizes 


4% and 6}¢ ins, 
Six month's 
supply of ink 


J. J. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St., New York 


VACATION CORRESPONDENCE 


& pleasure, if you have a smooth, easy-writing 
“VULCAN” INK 
PENCIL. 


Order $ 
toda, l 





with each pen. 
By mail postpaid. 




































HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


I 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos, ?2, 24 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 














humor. 4 
pleasure out of the paper. On all newsstands, trains 
and steamships. 


10c a copy 


225 Fifth Avenue 


BUY A COPY OF 


= THE 
MAGAZINE 
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FOR AUGUST 
“It Chases the Grouch” 


It is a havpy publication, full of brightness, wit and 


You'll get lots more than 1" cents worth of 


$1.00 a year 
The Best Traveling Companion. 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
York 


ew 
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Stories “With Smifes 


One for Exchange—Sam had been appre- 
hended by the sheriff for chicken steal- 
Being without funds, he bided his 
stomed time in the calaboose until | 








—_ 


—_— 


ing. 
accu ° . ° 
the day of the trial. Still without funds, 
he was also sans counsel. Witnesses, 
also, he had none; of character witnesses 





















































| 
| | 
there was total lack, for any one who | || 
testified to Sam’s probity forthwith re- | | 
1 moved himself from the category of wit- nh | | 
a nesses—that is, from the category of 11 | lit] 
those who knew anything about the facts. titi ] 
KY, Of this Sam was well aware. : | | 
UL “Sam Jackson, you are in custody ‘of 
the law,’’ announced the judge. ‘‘The | 
Is, State provides counsel for those who lack 
r and it. I hereby appoint these two gentle- 
men present in court to defend you. 
NE Have you anything to say?”’ 


Sam’s face brightened at the judge’s 


| is caused by the 


land “Two lawyers, yo’ honah!’’ he ex- 
| claimed delightedly; and then, with an 


ee 
engaging grin, ‘‘yas, suh, yo’ honah; bal 
fot but, ef it ain’t crowdin’ the law, cain’t I a Cc ion oO : 
sine, swap off one of dem lawyers for a wit- 


ness?”’—New York Evening Post. 


‘ork : ‘‘Beer acted upon by light soon takes up the very disagreeable so- 
— One or the Other—One kid story leads on called ‘light taste,’ and also a repulsive skunk-like Pomoeg Beer so af- 
E toanother. A Cleveland school teacher tected is offensive to the palate of most consumers, and there is prob- 
ing —one who has at several periods in the ably nothing that will influence them more against any brand of bottled 
K sweet-scented past favored us with anec- beer than to have once tasted beer possessing this ‘light taste’ to a 

dotes about her pupils—sends us an ac- marked degree. The presence of this defect, however, is not always the 

count of a quiz conducted in her geog- bottler’s fault, as the consumer himself very often lets the beer stand in 


the light. But the consequences must usually be borne by the bottler.”’ 
Fxtract from the “The Beer Bo:tlers’ Handy Book,”’ publ shed by the Wahl-Henius Insti- 
tute of Fermentology. 


] raphy class. 
her. : . Ff 
] — Schlitz is sold in Brown Bottles to protect its purity from the brewery & 


“In what zone do we live?’’ asked this 





“The temp’rut zone!’’ chanted the 
to your glass. 


well-drilled class. , — . , . 
“Right. And what do we mean by In our brewery we spend more for purity—in time, in skill and in 
money —than any other cost. 


E ‘temperate’? Willie, you may answer.’’ 
“Temp’rut is tg it’s freezin’ cold Why don’t you, too, demand the pure beer—Schlitz in Brown Bottles? 





half the time an’ roastin’ hot the other 
half the time.’’ 

If Willie wasn’t sent to the head for 
that, it wasn’t because he didn’t deserve } 
the honor.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 









See that crown or cork 
Bill’s Board Bill—Another one has is branded ‘‘Schiitz.”* 
started and promises to become a worthy 
successor to ‘‘How much wood would a 
woodchuck chuck if a woodchuck could 


chuck wood?”’ J} i i on 
wood ? Many heretical versions 





of the new teaser are at large, but the | he eer 
true form is as follows and must be Th M | k e Fi S 
strictly adhered to by the faithful: a ad e i Wa U e amou e 


Bill had a billboard and Bill had a | 
“ : : i B 
board bill, and Bill’s board bill bored ROMETKE’S mit so np rine Be 8 


Bill till Bill sold Bill’s billboard to pay a ee Seer ee ea ee HOTEL VAN RENSSELAER 
hie: | friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 








Bill’s board bill, and then Bill’s board to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 

bill no longer bored Bill. —New York in the United States = Burepe is —oxr A 15 to 19 EAST ELEVENTH STREET 
. 5.00 0 ces. e tOMEIKE, - t 

Tribune. ion eae a aati NEW YORK CITY 


Avenue, New York. 





making small towns. Whole-time or Side- 





Family Party—‘‘I understand her hus- SALESME line, should carry our fast-selling pocket One Block from Broadway 
band is < : ” side-line. Special sales pian allowing return of unsold goods. 
okay . baseball oe ee Makes quick, easy,/sales. $4.10 commission on each order. One-half Block from Fifth Avenue 
apes: And it’s great for her people. SOMETHING KBNTIRELY NEW. Write for outfit today. 
‘I suppose they get passes to all the CANFIELD MPG. CO.. S08 Siget 66. Cotenge, HE. Room with private bath $1.50 
— —— . 


games.’’ 


eg : a WRITING. SONGS 
lad pl enn a ee BIG MONE — have paid thousands . dol- $ American Plan a or se gg h 
| an' . | ars to amateur song writers, 3 per day with private at 


her relatives says, ‘Let’s go out to the Experience net necessary. Write for free particulars or send us 
b l ° " a ra your song poems or melodies today for free examination. Accept- 
all park this afternoon and roast Kitty s ance guaranteed if available. Big Song Writer’s Magazine, JAMES E. KNOTT, Manager 


beautifully illustrated book and valuable advice all free. 
DUGDALE Co., 19 Dugdale Bldg., Washington, D, C. | 











husband.’ ’’—Detroit Free Press. 
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SURF BATHING 


""At New York’s Most Popular and Fashionable Resort by the Sea."’ 


Where the temperature seldom veries from 70 degrees. 
Within the city limits, half hour by train, one hour by auto. 
Unsurpassed surf bathing, new tennis courts, deep sea fishing, 
famous outdoor restaurant, boating and sailing. 


AMERICA’S LEADING SEASHORE HOTEL. 


ORIENTAL HOTEL 


Now Open European Plan. 
Concerts by Mercadante’s Orchestra Morning and Evening. 
Auto roads direct to hotel entrance. Garage and parking accommodations. 
JOSEPH P. GREAVES, Manager. 
(Florida East Coast Hotel Co.) Tel. 1000 Coney Island 
















































HOTEL ARLINGTON 


18-20 WEST 25th STREET 
Just off Broadway and Madison Square 
N YORK 
Twelve-story fireproof building—handsomely furnished Rooms—modern in all 
respects. In the centre of the shopping and theatrical sections. Booklet. 


RATES, $1.00 PER DAY UP 


E. W. AUSTIN, Mer. V. A. AUSTIN, Prop. 
























































ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 


“Where the Surf Sings You to Sleep” 


Right at Chelsea’s Fashionable Bathing Beach. Here you find rest in abun- 
dance. ‘The ocean rolls and surges right up to—and under the hotel piazza, 
its music is grand and soothing. Distinctly, the Ostend has the finest loca- 
tion on the Beach. Within easy walking distance and roller chair ride to the 
center of life and gaiety for which Atlantic City is famous. 





The Hotel is equipped with everything necessary for human comfort and 
caters to the best patronage. 


All baths, private and public, have hot and cold running, fresh and sea water. 
When the temperature is highest and cities hot and grimy the Ostend is the 
coolest and most comforable hotel in Atlantic City. Rooms large, airy, and 
95 per cent. of them overlook the ocean. Special rates to single men. 


Write for booklet and reservation 


DAVID P. RAHTER, Proprietor and Manager 
HOTEL OSTEND, ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 


Rates are reasonable 
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Passing the Mustard 


The Old Home 
An old lane, an old gate, an old house by 
a tree; 
A wild wood, a wild brook—they will not 
let me be. 
In boyhood I knew them, and still they 
call to me. 


Down deep in my heart’s core I hear 
them, and my eyes 

Through tear mists behold them beneath 
the old-time skies, 

’Mid bee boom and rose bloom and or- 
chard lands arise. 


I hear them; and heartsick with longing 
is my soul, 

To walk there, to dream there, beneath 
the sky’s blue bowl; 

Around me, within me, the weary world 
made whole. 


To talk with the wild brook of all the 
long ago; 

To whisper the wood-wind of things we 
used to know, 

When we were old companions, before 
my heart knew woe. 


To walk with the morning and watch its 
rose unfold; 

To drowse with the noontide, lulled ix its 
heart of gold; 

To lie with the nighttime and dream the 
dreams of old. 


To tell to the old trees and to cach listen- 
ing leaf 

The longing, the yearning, as in my boy- 
hood brief, 

The old hope, the old love, would ease me 
of my grief. 


The old lane, the old gate, the old house 
by the tree; 

The wild wood, the wild brook—they will 
not let me be. 

In boyhood I knew them, and still they 
call to me. —Madison Cawein. 


Grief and Remorse—‘‘Now,’’ said the 
stage manager, ‘‘you are the heroine. 
You are supposed to suffer more than 
anybody else in the play. You must put 
yourself into a frame of mind which rep- 
resents grief and remorse.’”’ 

**I know,’”’ replied the leading woman. 
**T’ll try to make myseif believe I’m one 
of the people who paid two dollars to see 
this play.’’— Washington Star. 


The Feminine Comment —‘‘My hus- 
band,’’ she said, ‘‘always wants me to 
look my best, no matter what the cost.’”’ 

‘*Well,’’ her friend replied, ‘‘one can 
hardly blame him for feeling as he does.”’ 
—Chicago Record- Herald. 


Not Pay for It—Bobbs—Your friend, 
the poet, seems to think he has a mes- 
sage for the world. 

Sobbs—Well, if he takes my advice, 
he’|l send it collect.—Philadelphia Record. 
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Reprints 


essary Noise—The young man and 

Oat were standing outside the front 
Ooo ving 8 final chat after his even- 
gh He was leaning against the 
ing post, talking in low tones. Pres- 
at the young lady looked round, to 
discover her father in the doorway, clad 
, ing gown. 
ee” aaber, what in the world is 
the matter?’’ she inquired. 

“John,” said the father, addressing 
himself to the young man, “‘you know I 
have never complained about your stay- 
ing late, and I am not going to complain 
of that now; but for goodness sake stop 
jeaning against the belipush and let the 
rest of the family get some sleep!—’’ 
Pittsburgh Chronicle- Telegraph. 


Spoiled the Show—There is a good story 
of an actor who was depicting on the 
board a powerful, pathetic part. 

He was made up marvelously to look 
starved to skin and bone, tottering on the 
verge of death from starvation, gasping 
for breath and weak from emaciation. 


diamond ring, and the sarcastic gallery 
reproved him for it one nignt. 

At the critical moment the hero fal- 
tered out in agony to the gallery, ‘‘Good 
heavens! If this fails, what shall I do?’’ 

The answer floated down unexpectedly 
from the top seats: 

“Pawn yer ring!’” 

The act was spoiled.—Jdeas. 


Homespun Homilies 
Gabe Toots sez: 
What’s become er ther little girl about 
seventeen, what used to wear pigtails 
down her back and answered to ther name 
of Sissy? 
There ain’t much sense of payin’ taxes 
nohow, for most of it goes to payin’ the 
salary of the feller collectin’ the taxes. 
The more you put off answerin’ letters, 
the more there ain’t no real need of an- 
swerin’ ’em at all. 
About the biggest fool I ever met was 
ther one that knew he was a fool and 
come out plain and said he couldn’t help 
hisself, 
Very few deacons don’t look like it. 
More bricks is throwed than bouquets. 
Ain’t it funny you never hear noboddy 
sayin’ somethin’ mean about the mock- 
ingbird? 
How is it they don’t seem never to 
name any of ther chewin’ terbackers 
after the famous folks? 
There ain’t nothin’ quieter and more 
orderly than a trombone player out of 
action. 
; Once was the time when sweet little 
Zerlina, pulling off her shoes and stock- 
ings in one of the scenes of ‘‘Fra Diav- 
ola,” was the wickedest thing to be seen 
on ther stage. 
Ther best salesmen don’t never beg you 
to buy; if they’ll put it up to you right, 
they’I1 make you hanker for what they 
got in such a way you’ve got to buy. 
There ain’t nothin’ that looks less 





ashamed of hisself than a Senator jes’ 
makin’ a little talk to ther boys.—St. 
Louis Republic. 





: HAS STOOD 
: THE TEST 
'$ OF ACES 
$ AND IS STILL 
$ THE FINEST 
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Still, he had on his fingers a flashing , 
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CORDIAL EXTANT 


At first-class Wine Merchants, 
Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 
Bitjer & Co., 45 Broadway, 
New York, N. Y., 

Sole Agents 
for United States. 
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ie! D 
Beeman’s 
Pepsin 
Gum 
The Original. All Others Are Imitations 
Peppermint or Wintergreen Flavor 
FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 
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In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


FOR A PURE 


TONICAL STIMULANT, FOR CHEER OR COMFORT, STRENGTH 
AND HEALTH, FOR RECUPERATION AND RESTORATION 


HUNTER RYE 


IS ABSOLUTE PERFECTION 
GUARANTEED UNDER THE NATIONAL PURE FOOD LAW 





Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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at ~ Res Sites ADVANCE OF THE GRAND ARMY ote Terie te 
APOLEON’S name fills more pages in the world’s solemn history than that of any other mortal. The advance of his Grand Army into Russias 
the turning point in his cnc marks the beginning of his downfall. The picture shown herewith from Ridpath’s History, the original of which 


was displayed at the World’s Fair at Chicago, marks but ONE EVENT out of THOUSANDS which are fully described in the world-famed publication 


Ridpath’s History of the World 


We have shipped this splendid work to delighted readers living in every state o Union, and every prrchaser is more than satisfied. The English. 
speaking world has endorsed this as the only History of the World worth having. We offer this great work brand new, down to date, beautifully bound in half-moroces, 


At a Very Low Price and on Easy Terms! 


We will name our price only in direct letters to those sending the coupon below. Tear off the coupon, write name and aé- 
dress plainly and mail now before you forget it. Dr. Ridpath’s widow derives her income from his History, and to print ow 
price broadcast for the sake of quickly selling these few sets would cause great injury to future sales. Send coupon today, 


President McKinley 


said: “I am familiar with the merits of 
Ridpath’s History of the World, and 
cordially commend it to the scholar as 
well as to the plain people generally.’’ 


President Warren, 


Boston University, said: ‘‘I should 
be glad to see it placed in the library of 
every young person in the United States, 
and even in the English-speaking world.” 



































WE will mail free a 


Bishop Vincent Sie f >. booklentiful 46-page 
said: “‘Ridpath’s History is in clear and F a every reader ee to 
agreeable style, comprehensive in treat- ‘6 ———e 2S, our offer who maile 42 
ment, readable type and admirable 


illustrations. This set of books is a permanent col- 
lege chair of general history in one’s own house."’ 


William J. Bryan 


said: ‘‘Dr. Ridpath’s History of the 
World is a lasting monument to 





the author ntelligence and industry, It 


a 
is thorough and comprehensive and will ee 4 ie as 4,000 double column pages. 
be a permanent help to an increas- , ‘ 

: 2,000 superb Illustrations 


ing number as a reference library.”’ 


THE REASO for Dr. Ridpath’s enviable position as an historian is his wonderfully beautiful style, a 

style no other historian in any generation has ever equaled. He pictures the great his 
torical events as though they were happening before your eyes; he carries you with him to see the battles of old; 
to meet kings and queens and warriors; to sit in the Roman senate; to march against Saladin and his dark 
skinned followers; to sail the southern seas with Drake; to circumnavigate the globe with Magellan; t 
watch that thin line of Greek spearmen work havoc with the Persian hordes on the field of Marathon; 
to know the past as you know the present. He combines absorbing interest with supreme reliability 
and makes the heroes of history real living men and women, and about them he weaves the ms 
and fall of empires in such a fascinating style that history becomes as absorbingly interesting 3 
the greatest of novels. Hundreds who read this have decided to buy Ridpath some day; 
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WESTERN 
NEWSPAPER 


ASSOCIATION Qn 
H. E. SEVER, President 

140 So. Dearborn Street, Chizago 
Please mail without cost te me, 
sample pages of Ridpath’s Histery of 
the World, containing photogravures of 
Napeleon and Queen Elizabeth. en- 
gravings of Socrates, Cesar and Shake- 
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peare, diagram of Panama Canal specimen Ce) - r ° . . 
Te eee wens col aioe to SUBU oucipath now is the time. No need for us to tell you about Ridpath. The English-speaking 


world has pronounced this the only history of the world worth having. It is e 
RERSENEPERSERRD SOSASEAES ENS PERADS STC SHERDES x dorsed by Public Men, Educators, Business Men, the Clergy and everybody who 
knows history. SEND COUPON TO-DAY 
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